CHAPTER 114 


August 10, 2011 


“Son of a bitch... out already?” 


Justin had reached into his pocket in search of his pack of cigarettes, only to find 
that it was the last smoke in the pack... and that was his last pack. Justin sighed as 
he pulled the pack out of his pocket, carefully and discreetly dropping it off ina 
nearby trash can. He would just out right throw it out; but after that run in with 
Naoto, he was being a little more careful about this kind of stuff. Instead he 
carefully slid the carton in the trash before taking a detour down the alleyway, 
popping a smoke in his mouth and lighting it up. He was supposed to meet with Yu 
in a couple of minutes, so he had to make this quick. He also had to make a mental 
note not to forget seeing Kurt about getting some more smokes later. 


Of course, that wasn’t really a problem given that he had managed to run in on him 
as he turned the alleyway... And an all too familiar group of thugs. Looks like that 
little chat Kurt had with these guys the day prior wasn’t doing much. Perhaps the 
thugs had caught on to Kurt’s bluff, or the fact that Kurt himself was harmless. 
Perhaps they were just fucking idiots trying to push their luck. Whatever it was, 
clearly they were messing with the wrong person. Kurt was standing there, arms 
crossed, a stern expression on his face. And Justin? Well Justin just leaned up 
against the wall, observing for a moment, plotting out his attack strategy. 


“Whatchya’ gonna do about it? Call the cops?” One of the thugs mocked, a 
toothless grin on his face. Apparently he never thought about going to the dentist to 
get a replacement. Kurt glared at them even harder with every word that came out 
of their mouth. Clearly he couldn’t call the cops; that would be signing his own 
death warrant. But other than that, there wasn’t much else he could do but spout 
threats. He COULD just beat the shit out of one of them, but he wasn’t a great 
fighter. That punch that knocked Justin out that one time? Lucky shot. He’d never 
be able to do that again if he tried. 


“You want to steal from ME!? Two can play that game; fuck with my business one 
more time and I'll steal another one of your fucking teeth!” Kurt threatened the 
toothless leader of the gang. He just rolled his eyes in turn. He wasn’t afraid of Kurt 
in the slightest. If he had any intention of showing violence, he would have done it 
by now. Of course; the tooth remark sure as hell pissed him off. No one pointed out 
his toothless grin. No one. 


“Why don’t you try then, you pussy!” He shouted before shoving Kurt back into the 
brick wall behind him, causing him to scrape the back of his neck slightly, breaking 
the skin and allowing the blood to slowly seep out. Justin had merely been watching 


before that, but within seconds he had snuck up behind the asshole who had just 
shoved Kurt, grabbing him by the back of his neck and pulling back on his head as 
he slowly got up in his face, twisting his arm all the same so he couldn’t get out of 
Justin’s grip. He knew Kurt didn’t really want Justin intervening, but it wouldn’t hurt. 
And besides; he was more than justified at this point. The thug looked on in horror 
as he laid eyes on Justin. Don’t even tell him that HE was his replacement. 


“Oh hey there, you miss me?” Justin remarked snidely, tugging at the asshole’s arm 
so that he let out a silent scream of pain. He was going to say something smug to 
Justin, but the pain shooting through his arm had cut him off almost immediately. 
Apparently those training sessions Justin had been having with Chie as of late did 
come in handy. “What'd you steal?” Justin questioned, condescendingly. He was in 
no position to really fight back without risking this psychopath snapping his neck. 


“Tl ain’t tellin you- GAH!” Another twist of the arm and he was already shouting back 
out in pain. “10,000 yen!” He shouted in defeat as every fiber of his being shouted 
in pain. Kurt rubbed at the back of his neck sorely, pushing himself back off the 
brick wall and back towards the others. He was pissed off now; that much was for 
sure. He was a pacifist; but he’d strike back if provoked. Kurt slowly approached the 
punk and punched him straight in the gut as Justin held him down; knocking the air 
clean out of him. The other two punks just stood there, watching in awe as their so 
called leader was getting the ever-loving shit beaten out of him... AGAIN. 


“That’s a lot of cash... | hope you have all of it on you.” Justin continued, twisting his 
arm even further. The thug’s eyes widened with slight panic. He expected him to 
give it back? What in the hell? That wasn’t right! He worked hard to get that money 
from that kid. The pain in his arm was doing more than enough to convince him to 
cough it up though. He looked out of the corners of his eyes at the other punks 
watching. He was sort of hoping they’d chip in; what with them having split the cash 
already. The two thugs just stared at him though, before giving each other a nod 
and running off... The punk’s jaw dropped in disbelief as he watched his comrades 
make a mad dash away; cutting their losses. “Cough up the dough before you 
cough up some more teeth.” Justin continued, getting a glare and slight nod from 
the kid as Kurt made his way up to him, digging through his pockets... He was short. 
Honestly, though; he didn’t care. He had made back 70% of his losses. That was 
good enough for him. 


“I think this is about enough...” Kurt remarked aloud, rolling his thumb over the 
cash before turning his gaze up to the kid that found himself in Justin’s grip. “Let 
this be a lesson to you. Fuck with me again, and | guarantee you won’t wake up.” 
Kurt threatened him before turning back to Justin. “Care to do the honors.” Kurt 
asked Justin. The punk was very much confused and very much scared at the 
moment. And for good reason too. Justin smirked slightly. 


“With pleasure.” He announced before tossing the punk into a nearby wall, almost 
knocking him out cold. He was down, but still conscious, holding his head as he hit 
the ground, balled up and groaning in pain. Of course, his conscious state was soon 
ended by Justin kicking the fucker in the head while he was down; slamming his 
skull into the wall behind him and knocking him clean out. Justin smirked at his 
handiwork before turning his attention back over to Kurt; who had been rubbing the 
back of his sore neck, slipping the cash into his pockets. 


“Thanks man; they stole this cash from one of the new guys.” Kurt explained, a 
goofy grin on his face as he tried to readjust himself; the fedora around his hat, his 
jacket... Hell, he even tugged a bit at the bandana he wore around his neck. As if 
that had gotten messed up in the scuffle. Justin nodded, a satisfied grin on his face. 
He was always happy to help... Though he really should learn not to get involved in 
black market scuffles. The smile on Justin’s face slowly faded though as Kurt 
continued to rub at the wound on the back of his neck. He had cut it pretty hard; 
though Justin hadn’t really seen. And losing blood from your neck? Justin was no 
doctor, but he assumed that was one of the few places you DIDN’T want to bleed; 
the others being your head and your... well, head. 


“You alright man? You look kind of hur-“ Justin paused as he eyed something odd. 
Where Kurt had been shoved into the wall but a moment earlier was a dark stain. 
One would assume it was blood from his scrape, but that’s not what was concerning 
Justin. People bleed. People don’t bleed fucking purple. Still, maybe that was just his 
color blindness acting up again. That didn’t mean he wasn’t on edge right now... 
Which very well might have been the problem. He had to be seeing things; probably 
just stress from all this shadow crap. 


“Yeah, I’m fine. Just a little bit of a scrape.” Kurt remarked, dusting off his jacket 
Slightly. That wasn’t doing much to ease Justin’s concerns though. His jaw was 
Slightly ajar and he was wearing a half-startled glare. He hoped to god he was just 
going crazy... He had to be. Still; he had to know for sure... And there was one way 
to know for certain. 


“Kurt... Turn around... Uh... So | can check the wound.” Justin covered up his inquiry 
quickly. He didn’t need Kurt getting suspicious; especially if this all turned out to be 
just a misunderstanding. Who know, maybe something had just mixed in with the 
blood on the wall. Pollen could do some pretty weird shit after all. Kurt raise his 
eyebrow in puzzlement; seemed like an odd request. 


“Huh? Oh no, it’s fine; like | said, just a-“ 


“Turn the fuck around.” Justin cut him off. Kurt passed him a very confused glance, 
very suspicious of whatever motives Justin had. He trusted Justin, but for him to be 
so interested in the back of his neck... well he was concerned. He rolled his eyes 
and sighed after a moment. 


“Fine. But I’m telling you its fine.” Kurt sighed before turning around, pulling up on 
his wavy brown hair so that Justin could see his neck under all of that. Justin held his 
breath as he slowly approached Kurt, hoping to dear god he was just crazy. It wasn’t 
the first time his prayers had gone unheeded. Sure enough, dripping out of the 
crevices of the scrape, wrapping around Kurt’s fingers, was purple blood. Justin 
stared at it, horrified for a moment, before realizing exactly what that meant. He 
quickly took the opportunity to slam Kurt into the wall. No fucking shadow was 
going to get the drop on him. Well, you can imagine Kurt wasn’t too pleased with 
that. “Ow! What the fuck, man!?” He shouted as Justin pressed his body and skull 
against the wall. 


“You’re a fucking shadow!?” Justin shouted in fear and anger. You would too if you 
found out your best friend was an entity of pure evil. Kurt just seemed very 
confused right now. Last time he checked he wasn’t a shadow, he was a human 
being. 


“A shadow? | don’t... Ils that supposed to be a metaphor for something?” Kurt 
questioned. He honest to god had no idea what was going on here. In a way, that 
concerned Justin. Either he was really good at playing dumb, or he sincerely didn’t 
know... Regardless; a shadow is a shadow, and given that every shadow Justin had 
ever had the displeasure of knowing had tried to kill him and his friends, he wasn’t 
letting go of Kurt anytime soon. Justin glared at the back of Kurt’s head for a 
moment, before grabbing him by the collar of his jacket and tugging him away from 
the wall he had just slammed him into. You can imagine Kurt was getting a little 
annoyed by the way he was being manhandled. Just a moment ago Justin was 
fighting his battles; what gives? “Okay, you can stop pushing...!” 


“| hope for your sake Yu knows what the hell is going on here.” 


“Hey Justin, hey... Um... Who’s that? And why are you...?” 


Justin had pretty much manhandled Kurt all the way over to Junes, much to Kurt’s 
displeasure. He could walk without being pushed around everywhere, thank you 
very much. Whatever it was he had apparently done to piss Justin off, he wasn’t 
exactly a runner. Just show him the direction and he’d walk. Yu stared at the two 
with great confusion as Justin shoved Kurt forward a little bit, Kurt rubbing his back 
as he finally got loose of Justin’s grip. Never in all his life had he been more 
mortified than right now. Kurt groaned, pulling out a chair and taking a seat. At 
least he seemed cooperative. 


“I'd like to say that’s Kurt; but | don’t think it is.” Justin remarked, glaring at Kurt. 
Kurt was getting very tired of this shit really fast. Did he say something? He didn’t 
recall doing anything that should be getting Justin this worked up. And what the 
hell; even if Justin was mad, Kurt was still Kurt. That was a fact that doesn’t change 


no matter what you do. Yu passed Justin a very puzzled look. “Kurt, show him your 
neck.” 


“Is that what this is about?” Kurt questioned. This was one hell of an awkward 
moment, he could tell you that much. Why the hell was everyone so interested in 
his neck? Justin soon glared at him an intense glare that suggested he was going to 
physically force him to if he didn’t do it willingly. Kurt sighed before pushing his hair 
up and tilting his head away from Yu so he could get a look. Narukami pushed 
himself up from his chair, making his way over to Kurt to get a closer look. He had 
seen a scrape mark, so it looked as though it might be related to that. What he 
found completely shocked him. A dark purple had been dried completely along the 
open wound; his fingers too. 


“Holy... Why the hell is your blood purple!?” Yu questioned, backing away a couple 
of steps. Kurt let his hair back down before giving Yu a funny look. 


“Yeah, so? Isn’t everyone’s like that?” Kurt questioned. Yu and Justin immediately 
passed each other a glance of confusion. It was getting increasingly and 
increasingly more difficult to believe the guy was bluffing. Justin hadn’t been 
physically restraining him at this point, so he could have already tried to run if he 
did know; and he just seemed so clueless on the basics of human nature. Yu’s eyes 
dilated suddenly as a sudden realization struck him. If the blood was purple, that 
meant Kurt was a shadow... And if he was a shadow... 


“Wait... So then... If Kurt’s a shadow... And the shadows can’t come over here until 
they kill their host...” Yu reasoned out loud; a feeling of fear and horror sweeping 
over him. Dear god; this shadow had murdered the original Kurt and taken his 
place. Kurt slammed his hands into the table with fury. He had about enough of this 
shadow crap. Someone needed to fill him in now before he lost his cool. 


“What in the fuck are you two talking about!? Can you two make sense for five 
fucking seconds!?” Kurt shouted, losing his temper. The two stared at him, anger 
and worriment in their eyes. Oh he was clueless alright. But why? Why did he not 
seem to comprehend what he was? Was he even a shadow? Maybe something 
weird was up... This was all just too confusing; how would Kurt NOT know if he was 
a shadow or not... Yu rubbed at the back of his head for a moment. He wasn’t sure 
at all how to deal with this... What do you do when you find out someone is actually 
a shadow. Obviously they couldn’t just ignore this, but... Hey, what if... 


“...Wait, if he’s a shadow... won’t he react to the television?” Yu proposed. He 
wanted to be absolutely sure before they did something stupid. Justin raised his 
eyebrow. That was true; they could always do that... They damn well might need to 
actually. If he IS a shadow, they can’t just let him walk around their world, right? | 
mean, Kurt was cool and all, but... Justin didn’t know what to think anymore. This 
was way too much to take in at once. He felt angry, betrayed... yet so sad at the 


same time. Was this what Kurt was really like? Or just his shadow? And the 
shadow... why did he not remember anything? None of this made a lick of sense. 


“Answer me goddammit!” Kurt shouted again, getting sick and tired of these two 
talking about him with this weird ass vocabulary. Shadows, televisions; what in the 
fuck was going on here? Justin sighed slightly as he looked down at the confused 
Kurt. He truly didn’t understand what was going on. He leaned over to grab Kurt by 
the collar again, pulling him out of the chair. Kurt swiftly smacked his arm away as 
Justin pulled him to his feet. “I can walk on my own, thank you very much!” Kurt 
snarled, a raspy voice. Justin glared at him for a moment before letting loose a sigh. 


After that, the three soon departed for the electronics department in search of the 
entrance television. Maya, strangely enough, was not there. It was lunch time right 
now, though, so she might have been on break. You’d think that would mean she 
was in the food court, but apparently not. Yosuke was probably dragging her 
somewhere, but where- he didn’t know. That wasn’t important now anyway; they 
needed to settle this right here, right now. Was Kurt a shadow? And if he was... 
well... what were they going to do about it? 


“Kurt... Put your hand on the television screen.” Justin ordered, staring at the 
screen, waiting for Kurt to press his palm against the surface. Kurt wasn’t doing 
anything though without getting an explanation. Why were these to freaking out? 
And what did it have to do with him? And seriously, what was the big deal over his 
blood being purple? 


“Not until | get some goddamn answers.” Kurt shouted, glaring at the two. The guy 
was starting to draw some attention; which was not a good thing by any means. Yu 
made a motion with his hands to calm him down once he noticed a few heads turn. 
He waited a moment for everyone to go back to what they were doing, for the 
silence to pass, before turning back to Kurt. 


“We'll explain it all in a second; but first you need to touch the television screen.” 
Yu calmly explained. Kurt gave him a dirty look, as though he wasn’t sure what this 
was even going to do. It all sounded incredibly stupid to him. He even sighed and 
rolled his eyes before walking over to the television, pressing his palm up against 
the television. He was expecting the guys to tell him when he could remove his 
hand... though he really didn’t need the cue when his hand went straight through 
the television screen. He quickly removed his hand in quiet horror as his eyes 
dilated in fear. Justin sighed; this was just confirmation of his worst fears. 


“_,.What the fuck...?” Kurt muttered as he held his wrist in his other hand. This was 
just unbelievable. What the fuck was going on here? Was this like a new television 
model or something? Someone owed him a lot of explaining right about now. Yu 
placed his hand on Kurt’s shoulder. He could tell Kurt was unaware of his true 
nature... this was going to be one hell of a bomb shell they dropped on him. Kurt 
passed Yu a glance of fear and confusion. 


“...We, uh... need to talk... You’re not gonna like what you hear.” Yu explained to 
him. Kurt just stared down at this hand all the while. Did those two already know 
this was going to happen? Is that what they meant by being a shadow? Yu passed 
Justin a nod to give him the heads up to go in. Justin nodded back and turn before 
stepping through, much to Kurt’s complete and utter fear. He was about to turn 
around and run when Yu grabbed him by both shoulders and turned him back 
around. Kurt swallowed slightly as Yu pushed him towards the television gently. This 
was absolutely frightening. Like; about to hurl my lunch frightening. All the same, 
this wasn’t just something he could ignore. He held his breath as he slowly stuck his 
hand into the television... followed by his leg... then eventually the rest of his body. 


He had closed his eyes as he passed through the screen, afraid of what he might 
open his eyes to. You could imagine his relief when his foot hit solid ground on the 
way through... then the sudden wave of amazement and fear as he opened his 
eyes. There was green fog and odd shapes all along... and in the middle of the fog, 
he could make out two figures... Justin and some weird bear thing. Kurt had been 
slowly backing up when he bumped into Yu, who was doing his best to keep Kurt 
from running without getting forceful. Teddie and Justin nodded before they both 
turned to the television set, at which point Teddie almost immediately jumped back 
and cowered in fear behind Justin. 


“What!? You brought HIM here!?” Teddie scolded Justin from behind his legs. Yeah, 
that wasn’t a good sign. So not only do we know that Teddie knew who Kurt was; 
clearly he was afraid of him in some capacity. Kurt was just too dumbfounded by 
everything to even acknowledge the remark. What in the hell was going on? Was 
this place always here? Justin stepped away to give Kurt a clear view of Teddie, 
much to Teddie’s dissatisfaction. 


“What... the... hell...?” Kurt gasped, dumbfounded. “What... What is this place?” 
Kurt spoke as he slowly paced around in a small radius from where he stood. He 
didn’t want to risk walking around in this place, but he couldn’t resist the 
temptation of exploring this new world. Well... old world. He had been here before; 
he just didn’t remember. Yu slowly made his way around to where the other three 
were standing. Teddie stared at the two for a moment, a distrustful expression on 
his face before sighing and turning around. He really didn’t want to make glasses 
for this guy. Not after he left a boot mark on his beautiful fur last time. 


“This is the television world... It doesn’t really have a name.” Yu explained to the 
best of his abilities. “You can get through it through any television so long as you 
have the gift...” Kurt stopped staring around the room for a moment to look Yu dead 
in the eye. Gift? You mean... there was something special about the people here 
right now? 


“Is that what a shadow is...?” Kurt questioned. It must have been some nickname 
they gave people with the gift, right? Yu and Justin both shook their head in 


complete unison. This was not going to be an easy thing to drop on Kurt... An even 
harder thing to even explain. How do you explain the concept of shadows to 
someone who didn’t have a persona. Yu scratched at the back of his head, 
contemplating the matter. 


“Well, uh... that’s sort of why you’re here... You see... How do | explain this... well; 
there are only two types of people that can go through a television screen... there 
are persona-users, and shadows... A persona is the manifestation of one’s strength 
of heart, it comes from accepting one’s self and one’s feelings... On the opposite 
end of the spectrum, are shadows... They come from denying one’s true feelings. 
They are a manifestation of everything someone suppresses and tries to pretend 
isn’t real... They are the people that inhabit this world.” Yu began to explain. That 
only served to confuse Kurt more though. He sure as hell didn’t sound like a 
shadow; so he must be one of these persona-users, right? | mean, he didn’t live 
here, and he sure as hell would remember being someone else’s feelings. 


“| don’t get it... I’m not someone else’s feelings...” Kurt interjected, not believing 
any of this. Yu bit his bottom lip. Everything pointed to him being a shadow; the 
purple blood, being able to get through the television, Teddie recognizing him... He 
was a Shadow plain and simple. 


“Well, uh... When a shadow manifests itself, it tries to get the host to deny them; so 
that they can be their own being...” Yu paused for a moment, not exactly sure how 
Kurt was going to react to this. “...And if they succeed... The kill the original and 
take their place. We think...” Yeah, Kurt damn near choked on his saliva at that. 
According to them, there were two Kurts... And this Kurt had killed the other. But 
that couldn’t be. Kurt was a pacifist; he wouldn’t kill someone, let alone forget 
about it. 


“Hold on wait a second-! | never killed anyone! | don’t even recognize this place! 
How could | possibly be... a-a shadow!” Kurt tried to defend himself. This was 
ridiculous. He was being accused of murdering an alternate version of himself? 
What in the fuck? This had to be a dream; it made too little sense to be real. Justin 
rubbed at his chin for a moment before turning to Teddie, who was busy putting 
together Kurt’s glasses. 


“Hey Ted... Do shadows forget that their... you know... shadows if they replace the 
original.” Teddie looked up from his work, an expression of surprise and puzzlement 
on his face. That was actually a really good question. Certainly one that Teddie 
didn’t have an answer to. 


“_,.. don’t really know. This is the first time I’ve heard of a shadow actually replacing 
the original.” Teddie mused aloud. It was true; every other shadow he had known or 
seen try to replace their counterpart ultimately failed. Kurt... He wasn’t there if Kurt 
really did get killed by his shadow; but if he DID in fact get replaced, then this very 


well might be the first time a shadow had succeeded in becoming human. Justin 
sighed slightly as he turned to Kurt, who was panicking. And very rightfully so. 


“| didn’t...” 


“Look. Calm down. We're going to get to the bottom of this.” Yu spoke up, noticing 
Justin start to grow red with fury, ready to snap at Kurt and his incessant denials. He 
didn’t know if he ever knew the real Kurt or not, but Kurt WAS his friend, and now 
you were telling him this fucker had killed him? That wasn’t going to fly. “Maybe 
you’re a shadow, maybe you’re not. But when you’re out there bleeding purple and 
can go through the television screen... Well we can’t risk it.” 


“1...” Kurt tried to choke up, but failed to find the words. It was silent for a moment 
before Kurt fall down on his ass, arms around his knees. He sighed with 
disappointment and fear and every emotion there possibly was. He didn’t know 
what to feel, he didn’t know what to think. He wanted to believe that they were all 
wrong; that he was fine... But how else could you explain him going through a 
television set. Was he really one of those... things? “...1 understand...” Kurt sighed. 


“You know you have to stay here for now...” Yu choked up, disappointed that he had 
to be the one to tell him he couldn’t go back to his house or his life out there. He 
seemed harmless to Yu; but precautions were precautions. Still, maybe they should 
have just ignored it. He hadn’t done anything wrong, and introducing the television 
world to Kurt may have done more damage than anything. Kurt nodded slightly; 
despite just wanting to go home. “Don’t worry. Teddie will be here to keep you 
company...” 


“Yeah... whatever...” Kurt sighed. Justin and Yu looked at each other, a sorrowful 
expression on their face. Were they really leaving Kurt in this hell hole until they 
sorted everything out? | mean, yeah he was a shadow, but... He had a life. He had 
friends and a job and everything. Justin couldn’t forgive the shadow for doing what 
he did; but clearly the shadow wasn’t even aware he wasn’t the real Kurt... so it 
begged the question, was he really doing anything wrong? Justin sighed before 
leaning over, getting on an eye-level with Kurt. 


“Look on the bright side. At least you got that day off.” Kurt chuckled slightly to 
himself as he tangled his fingers into his hair. He was having a hard time deciding 
whether or not he should be offended by that. After all, he was being trapped ina 
fucking television for the next twenty four hours... But in the end, Justin was right. It 
was a break; just not one under good pretenses. This wasn’t how he would have 
wanted to spend his day-off, but a day-off is a day-off he supposed... Strange... 


For a the first day-off he had in months; he sure felt like he hadn’t slept in years 


